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annoyance to those whose memories or suscepti-
bilities may have been stirred or jarred by the
rake.

Eighteen months ago father knew that I had
started writing this book. If I understood his silences
aright he was pleased and sceptical at the same time.
He never opposed the idea and even lent me some
letters and papers from which 1 have quoted. Nor
did he ever ask to see the MS. or evince any anxiety
as to what I might write,

He will be surprised but I hope not shocked by
my recollections and impressions of some aspects of
our family life in the 'nineties, I myself was shocked
when I recalled them. As a family we were reason-
ably well-fed and comfortable after the year 1900,
and if I have painted the picture of our domestic
affairs in colours too sombre, it is because the last
thirteen years of the nineteenth century made the
deeper impression on my own life and character,
^They at least were years of hardship and penury,
of yearning and hope deferred, and of minor wishes
unfulfilled. This after all is a book of my impressions.

If the chapters of the book are ill-clcfmed and the
style discursory, it is because, although one may read
of chapters of life being opened or closed,, they never
are. The thoughts and ideals of yesterday are con-
stantly obtruding themselves to confuse the issues of
to-day.

It is said that a prophet is not without honour
save in his own country; I hope I have shown not
only that father is not without honour in his own